THE  PROMENADE
1880
See Master Humphrey, with his mother,
Walking in the town
e>
In velvet breeches, and his golden
Curls streaming down.
His mother is attired in satin,
Bonneted in lace;
And a smile of mild good breeding
Creases her face.
She walks along with fragrant rustle
In delicate boots,
And 'neath her parasol of lilac
Her friends she salutes.
'There's Mr. Davis, with his daughters,
Taking the air;
And see---dear Lady Ann Matilda
(Humphrey, don't stare !).
'Why there's the Bishop, in his gaiters,
\Vith dear Dr. Fapp ;
Poor gentleman, he's very feeble
(Humphrey, raise your cap !).
* And Mrs, Sims ! ---so young a widow ;
Left very well;
And Captain Howe with his fiancee,
Charming Miss Bell.
*I doubt 'twill be the gayest \vedding!
La, there's Mr. Grey!
And, on his arm, his ailing sister---
Beautiful day \ *
With Fashion, then, on either pavement,
Between twelve and one,
Walk greeting their polite acquaintance
Mother and son.